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EDITORIAL
You should all by now have received notice that our regular day for holding meetings has been
changed from Mondays to Fridays. This has been agreed in order to accommodate other
regular and weekly users of the Hall. Our last meeting took place on Friday, 24 November at
the usual time, 20.00 hours. Peter Speak addressed the Society on ‘Cambridge, the University
and the City’. Your Programme will show that Carenza Lewis was expected on this date to talk
about the making of the TV programme, ‘Time Team’, but unfortunately, had to cancel after
the Programme was printed.

Because of the substantial re-arrangements to our time-table we trust that members of the
Society will change their own Programme List. The January meeting will be Friday, 19th, when
we shall have the chance to see remarkable film taken before the war, with Thriplow people, by
the Band of Hope. See article in this issue. The February meeting remains on Saturday 24th, a
social gathering, when we shall have a Supper Dance with music provided as last year by the
Tony Budd Trio and a good hot supper, so put the date in your diary. Sorry about all these
changes!

We have been most fortunate to be so situated that the recent exceptional river flooding has
made no mark on Thriplow although it is reassuring that some of the springs have appeared
again in the meadows and small chalk streams are flowing into the Washpit and along Lower
Street, Brook Road, and around the Green. The general lowering of the water-table consequent
on increased water abstraction by the Water Authority had made us wonder if the old stream
and drain courses would be forever dry!

We now anticipate the Christmas season with already the annual Bazaars, dinners, and dances
advertised. The village shop is displaying festive foods, drinks, cards and crackers, and the
customary request to, ‘order your Christmas Turkey now’, has been for some weeks mounted
outside Dellers farm in Middle Street.

Perhaps it is not too early to wish all members of the Society a very Happy Christmas and
Prosperous New Year!
Peter Speak and Shirley Wittering, Joint Editors.

SEEK & YE SHALL FIND
Why is it that when you dig in the garden you find lots of fragments of pottery and glass but
seldom more than one piece from any one item? I had a bit more luck than that when I
unearthed several pieces of a broken mug. It shows a boy and girl colouring some flowers
and the boy is saying to his sister (her name is Sue though we do not know his):“Come sister Sue
And we’ll change the hue
Of the flower in that blue pot.
I’m sure we shall find
That Mother won’t mind
So we may as well do it as not.”

Sadly, the faces of Sue and her brother are missing but perhaps one day I’ll find them. I am
also searching in antique shops in the hopes that I may find a whole mug.
Years ago, there was a substantial ditch between my garden and that of Ruth and Lewis
Stone. It discharged into the pond at Rectory Farm and a lot of broken glass, pottery and
metal objects came to light when digging near it. Not only that but, before the house was
built, there was a substantial hollow at the bottom of the garden. This became a convenient
dump for locals and I understand there is an old motor bike down there somewhere!
This depression was filled up with excellent soil; I think it is peat from dyke cleaning
operations in the Fens. I have found a bunch of what look like eel hooks and a gold wedding
ring the hall-mark inside which indicates that it was made in 1947. Before my house was
built, there was a pair of cottages; one (the more northerly) was inhabited by a Mrs Evans and
the other by a Mrs Fuller both of whom died quite a while ago. I have spoken to their
relations but no-one knew anything of the lost ring. Did it perhaps fall off some lady’s finger
when she was looking over a bridge in the Fens?

There are of course the inevitable old bottles to be found, most of them around 100 years old.
Not only do I find them by the ditch at the bottom of the garden but nearer the house when
we dug a hole to make a pond. About twenty were found suggesting they were dumped
behind an old outhouse.
Anton Melesi has recently given us a photograph (taken by his grandfather the late Geoffrey
Vinter) of the cottages before they were demolished. Also, Lewis Stone has drawn a picture

of them from memory. This drawing and Geoffrey Vinter’s photograph are reproduced. One
of these cottages stood right on the roadside and the other was edge on. One was lived in at
one time by the parents of Mrs Cutter now of Church Street. In May 1999, we had some
curative work carried out on the north-west corner of our house and the builders exposed the
footing not only of one of these cottages but also some older footings which suggested that
there was an even older property at one time. Research by Shirley has found documentary
evidence of a house called Braziers dating back to 1668! A considerable number of large
stones came out of the hole which kept filling with water some eight feet below the surface.
Pieces of broken clay pipes appear when digging the garden but, so far, only one coin. It
seems to be a very poor specimen of a penny probably pre-Victorian.

Mrs Evans and Mrs Fullers houses before demolition 1962
If you have found any items of interest in your garden, do tell us about them, or, better still,
bring them along to a Society meeting.

Bill Wittering

PROFILE
JOHN LUCKHAM
1926-2000

John Luckham died unexpectedly and suddenly on his grand-daughter’s wedding day on
Saturday 2 September 2000. He and his wife, Joyce, had lived in Thriplow since 1962, were
very well known to most villagers and were founder members of the Thriplow Society and
regular attenders at all the Society’s functions. John was always one of the first to volunteer
to help with the preparations for meetings and social events and to assist with the chores of
clearing up.

He was born in Weymouth, Dorset, in June 1926 and attended school in Exeter. He
moved to Bristol on leaving school to be articled to an accountant and passed
examinations in accountancy there. He had joined the ATC in Exeter and advanced
his age to seventeen in order to enter the Royal Air Force, but on leaving the
Recruiting Office he found himself in the Signals Corps of the Royal Dorset
Regiment. He rose quickly to the rank of Quarter Master Sergeant and served in
India in the later stages of the war. He was demobbed in 1947 and returned to
accountancy in Bristol, but yearned to return to a post overseas. He answered an
advertisement to join an African bank as chief accountant in Accra, then British
Gold Coast. He was soon appointed manager of the bank and was the only white
member of staff.
He had met Joyce in 1947 in Bristol at a Music Club where they sang and
acted in Light Opera. They were married in 1953 and retained their interest in amateur
dramatics and singing, becoming founder members of Thriplow Amateur Dramatic
Society (TADS), until the present day. Joyce joined John in Africa in 1955 until he
completed his contract in 1959 when they returned to Bristol. In 1960 John answered
another advertisement for a chief accountant in the building firm of Coulson, and they
moved to take up this position in Cambridge, living at first in Chesterton and then off
Newmarket Road. John had some connection with Cambridge as his grandfather had
been Senior Wrangler at Caius College. They moved to Thriplow in 1962. By this time
they had two children, Hillary born in 1950 and Adrian in 1958. A second son, David was
born in Thriplow in 1963. They now have seven grandchildren.

John enjoyed the village life and considered Thriplow nearly perfect as a country
home within easy reach of work in Cambridge. Shortly after his arrival here he was
asked to submit his name for election to the Parish Council and characteristically
obtained the Rules and Procedures for Parish Councils before allowing his name to

go forward. Ultimately he served on the Council for almost thirty years and had two
long stints as Chairman.
Both Joyce and John continued with amateur dramatics, joining first the Umbrella
Club in Stapleford, and then from its inception in 1976 our local TADS. They
performed in every production after that time.
John was also generous in his professional help to virtually all the local societies
clubs and associations acting meticulously as either Treasurer or Auditor. He helped
for many years with the work of Daffodil Weekend and enjoyed, particularly,
driving visitors round in one of the mini-buses.
He retired from work in 1989 and became a familiar figure to all, strolling round
the village and attending social gatherings and official meetings. He will be very
much missed.

Peter Speak

THE HEAT OF THE MOMENT
HEATING THE CHURCH OVER THREE CENTURIES
Bill Wittering

Members will have seen the Vicar’s recent appeal for help in providing a new heating system for
our church. His letter prompted me to research and write about previous heating systems A
massive church restoration was carried out in 1875-77 prior to which it seems that only a primitive
form of heating existed. The basis of the work was a 28 page report dated June 7th 1866 submitted
to the Archdeacon of Ely by the Archidiaconal Architect, Mr R. Reynold Rowe FSA, He makes no
mention of a heating system though, with reference to the North Transept, he writes: “The floor is

green with damp: across the northeast angle some boards have been nailed to form a receptacle for
coals etc.” But what were the coals used in? Was there some sort of primitive brazier somewhere in
the church or perhaps an early tortoise stove? We shall probably never know now but the fact is
that the church was very cold and damp and the congregations were considerably reduced.
The Church restoration work had begun in February 1875: in the August parish magazine it was
reported:- “the brickwork for the construction of the new heating apparatus is under construction
and other parts of the Nave floor will laid down in New Tile work”. No further work on the heating
system seems to have been carried out until later presumably because there was no money.
The Parish Magazine for August 1883 refers to the massive debt incurred by the substantial
restoration work which had at last been expunged. It was therefore decided to set up four funds; these
were for:A new funeral bier and pall – estimated to cost £25
An organ
A heating apparatus

The restoration of the belfry

A donation of £2 in November 1883 from Mrs Arthur Savile started off the fund for the
heating but money came in slowly. In February 1884 it was decided to abandon the intention
of having a new bier and the balance on this fund was transferred to the heating fund which
then stood at £16.14s 4¾d. The Master and Fellows of St Peter’s College donated £10 in July
1884 bringing the total to £32.19s.2d, very close to the required £35.10s.0d and the work
could go ahead. The installation was carried out by Mr William Osborne of St Neots “whose
experience in such work is so great that we doubt not the result in our case will be most
successful.”
The Church Magazine for March 1885 reports:-

“As we predicted, the heating apparatus is a great success, but the real benefit of it we cannot
expect to realise until another winter. The congregations have been considerably larger since the
church has been warmed and we recognise in the congregation many new faces who no doubt
were unable to attend on account of the dampness and cold. The draught too from the doors has

been greatly checked by curtains and we hope that there is now no discomfort whatever to prevent
from attending the services even the most delicate and tender.”
As far as I can tell, the new heating system consisted of a cast-iron stove constructed in a stoke-hole
under the floor boards on the north side of the nave towards the front. You may have noticed the
large trap door in the wooden floor which gives access to a flight of steps descending to the stove. It
burnt wood and engine coal and drew air from vents on the outside of both sides of the nave at the
junction with the transepts. Heat was dissipated into the church through gratings in the aisle (now
beneath the carpet) and the smoke and fumes were conducted by a horizontal pipe from the boiler
to the northeast pillar of the tower. Some ornamental tiles can be seen in the wooden platform there
showing the course of this pipe. At this point, we are at present at a loss to know where it went.
There is no indication from the outside walls of the church that there was ever a chimney there.
Perhaps it went up the wall inside the church (which would have added to the heat in the building)
then up into the bell-chamber with perhaps an outlet through the east tower window which did not
have wooden louvres in those days or through the roof of the tower. (In fairness to Geoffrey Vinter,
I should mention that his view – in his booklet about the church published in 1951 - is that the
work of digging the stoke hole was not carried out until 1928. I think that all the visible evidence
points to the earlier date of 1884.) I have not come across anyone who remembers seeing smoke
come from a chimney anywhere on the church.
The person in charge of the stove seems to have been George Fuller’s father, then his mother, then
George himself – as related in The Journal for Winter 1993. It must have been a back-breaking job
to fuel the boiler; in its early days the fuel was kept outside the vestry door covered to keep the rain
from it, and latterly in the North transept from where the Fullers had to carry it down the steps to
the boiler having moved the chairs or pews and lifted the heavy trapdoor
.
This heating system must have been a great improvement in its time but quite inadequate if judged
by today’s expectations. Rose Moule says that when she was a schoolgirl, she found that the best
way to get warm was to stand on the metal grating and let the warm air rise under her skirt!
By July 1929, the PCC decided to open a new heating fund. £20 raised from the summer fete started
it off with an addition of £10 from general funds. Mr Hodge Sheldrick (Churchwarden) pointed out
the urgency of the situation (was the stove on its last legs?) and the PCC decided to give the evening
collections from the 4th Sunday in the month to the Fund. A further fete was held on St George’s Day
1932 swelling the Fund to £74. 9s. 11d. By January 19th 1933, the minutes were able to record
that a new stove had been installed and paid for! It is there to this day, inscribed:
McCLARY
SUNSHINE
No. 30
This new stove burnt anthracite, a large piece of which was found by the Vicar in the stoke hole in
1988, and coke. In 1943, it was recorded that the fuel was stored under cover outside the Vestry
door.
At the end of the Second War, electricity became available in the village and wiring of the church
was discussed. In 1945, the cost of the fuel for the stove was £13. 5s. 7½d. Installation of an
electric blower for the organ was also considered as manual blowing cost a guinea that year. By
1957, the cost of a year’s coal and coke had risen to £29. 17s. 7d.
Electric light and some power points were installed in 1949 at a cost of £239 12s. 4d. though
electrical heating did not appear in the PCC minutes until September 1957 when a proposal by the
Electrical Wiring & Repair Company was considered and a new heating fund was set up. The
collection by the carol singers at Christmas 1957 was given to this fund. A flood heater was
acquired for trial in 1960. This heater was reported as giving good heating beneath it but not at a

distance away. (This type of heater was presumably the flat plate variety as were till recently affixed
to each of the tower pillars and elsewhere.)
Mr John Shaw conferred with the E.W. & R. Co and drew up a scheme which would have cost about
£500 for wiring and £600 more for heating. It was therefore decided (March 1958) to hold the
work in abeyance for the time being. The vicar consulted another firm, Pepper & Haywood, and
received an estimate from them in September 1958 for the whole job of £365 15s. 0d. This was
accepted and the work was completed in May 1959. Hence, the days of the stoves which had heated
the church for 76 years were at an end. However, the newly installed electrical system proved
inadequate and a calor gas heater was purchased in December 1976 for £64 and a second one in
early 1978. Mr Vinter offered to buy four new wall heaters to replace some which had worn out.

So, what of the future? In late 2000, it has been decided to replace the entire system, which at its
peak consisted of electrical tube heaters fixed to the back of each row of chairs, long tubes on the
wall between the windows etc., “flood” heaters in the tower and elsewhere and two calor gas
heaters. The new system will consist of large electric fan-assisted night storage heaters. The old
Victorian flue and the channel in the centre of the aisle with its cast iron covers will be retained as
they will provide a route for the new wiring. At the time of writing, late November 2000,
installation work was well under way carried out by Lark Electrical of Bury St. Edmunds. On
Sunday 26th November, Evensong took place with calor gas heaters as the only means of warmth –
apart from the lusty hymn singing!
So we are about to experience new heating which will be amongst the best available at this time. A
big thank you to the Vicar and the PCC for all their efforts on our behalf. Let us all go to Church
and see it for ourselves!
Acknowledgements. My thank to Rose Moule, the Rev. Jim Mynors and my wife Shirley for the help
they gave me in preparing this article.
Sources
Parish magazines for 1875-1877, 1885-1887
Minute books of Thriplow P.C.C.

Nature Notes

PLANT PROFILES

ENGLISH WALNUT Juglans regia

This useful tree was once grown extensively in Thriplow, and there are still many
within the village, and more readily appearing wherever the squirrels have buried
them! It is a beautiful tree with pale grey bark and deeply cut leaves, a sprig of which,
in a jar, is said to deter flies. Its timber is highly prized for furniture and veneers and
particularly for gun-stocks as it withstands vibration and doesn’t twist. It likes rich
soil and warm summers and can live up to 200 years. The name ‘walnut’ comes from
the Anglo-Saxon for ‘foreign nut’: the Romans associated it with their god Jove and
called it ‘Ju’glans’ or ‘Jove’s acorn (glans) or nut’.

The juice gives a persistent dark brown dye; the nuts when still green or unripe can be
pickled in vinegar, preserved in syrup or made into a liqueur. Ripe nuts are delicious
fresh and when dried are used in making cakes and stuffing, they are one of the
classic ingredients of a Waldorf salad. Walnut oil is also a fashionable ingredient in
cooking. Medicinally, an infusion of the dried leaves can help skin complaints such as
eczema and herpes, while an infusion of the powdered bark is said to act as a laxative.

Shirley Wittering

WALKING IN THE SHADOW OF CHILDHOOD
Part II
Sean Hogan

In 1976 we had a fierce drought which somehow paralleled the emergence of my illness. My
world seemed to turn upside down Thriplow became a dust bowl, I remember the trees
looking painfully sick and the elms were beginning to die off rapidly. At the top of the school
playground one of those mighty elms stood its girth we would ring and shelter beneath during
break times. East Anglia is known for its brilliant light. But that summer was exceptional.
Tarmac melted, water which had been in abundance dried up and then became rationed. The
streams dried, fields cracked and the omens didn’t look good. We were prevented from
playing on the school playing field and the world turned a yellow ochre overnight, and so had
I. I have many surreal vignettes of those few sweltering months, one such vivid picture is of
Mrs Speak, the school playground attendant, composed and calm, knitting beneath a lilac;
with the temperature of 80 degrees upwards in the shade!

I was part of that Thriplow Primary School generation, ignorant of computers, they didn’t
figure in our lives, we used our imaginations. Some of us, and I include myself, were born
with an innate sense of the countryside, that motif which runs deeper than just an appreciation
of the picturesque! Thriplow bulged with vibrancy and vitality. The fields were brought into
the classroom and we learnt about the minutiae of our environment. Time fluctuated as a
child; school for me was a blend of detentions and daydreams, idle hours watching the golden
cockerel on top the church spire circumference the day. In the summer the hands of the clock
couldn’t revolve fast enough, our juvenescence couldn’t be pent up, after all we had legions
of cow parsley to fight, dams to build in the wash pit, its crystal cold water leaking into our
shoes, a tell tale sign as to where we had been. It was around June, that the Juniors of the
school would be set the task in the form of a competition of producing posters advertising the
annual church fete. This I relished – the prize awarded to the best five winners would be a
small book token. I recall jam and swallows featured heavily in them. I would like to see the
same idea resurrected for the Daffodil Weekend poster. I also feel this would be appropriate
seeing as the pupils of today are the next generation.

As an illustrator involved on the fringe of children’s publishing, Thriplow came to symbolise
that idyllic other world, but I don’t know if it’s due to children maturing at a much earlier
age, or if its me joining the pipe and slipper brigade, but many children today do seem born
with a pre-packed luggage of cynicism, a lack of naivety and innocence and a staggering lack
of awe! A winter vermilion sun, setting over the Royston hills would be enough to arrest my
attention.

In 1977 Thriplow celebrated the Queen’s Silver Jubilee along with the rest of the country,
and the entire village made a supreme effort. We all fell under a mystique of pageantry, and
my world became red, white and blue.

Children and animals are like strawberries and cream and those childrens’ book images were
liberally scattered throughout my unpretentious world, summers would clank as the Gillett’s
goat, which was always bad tempered, would try to get free of its chain tethering on the
village green. I can still hear it braying in the moonlight. There were petulant geese in the
farm yard and we would have to run the gauntlet to get by them, a calm-eyed, rheumatic
jersey cow and other assorted cows in the ‘buttercup’ field of School Lane, pigs along the
Balk, sheep in Rectory Farm and the ‘View’, plus flocks of complacent chickens.

Thankfully, as I complete this article on 10th May 2000, I can see from my window the
‘Dellers sheep’ mindlessly roaming and ruminating around the ‘View’. Much of the livestock
of those days is still present today, this husbandry in the village is vital, in my view, as a
subliminal form of education, because, in a world where foodstuffs, especially meat, is
increasingly presented in a homogenised form, and many facets in society prefer to remain
blinkered to the realities of food production, it is good to see the creature in the round, and to
be physically able to touch them. On a less macabre note, they add an enormous aesthetic
character to the place.

Farming has certainly woven itself into my psyche and it is very easy to appreciate why,
when one works virtually full time from home, in such an agricultural environment. This
identity began with going to primary school with the sons and daughters of those farming; I
went to school with Dave Gould’s son. In my later teenage years and now as an adult, I
occasionally meet Mark Deller, (Rectory Farm), Dick Arbon and others of Thriplow farms, in
the Green Man.

Rectory Farm, Tithe Barn by Sean Hogan
As a boy I remember those few relics left over from a much more agriculturally reliant past in
the physical remains of barns. ‘Jobbers’ in Middle Street, where Arthur Humphreys now lives
(24 Middle Street), was a derelict, formidable barn, whose façade had fallen away exposing
its interior. A lesser range of buildings were ‘the tractor workshops’ where the Pulman family
now live at 14 Middle Street. The weather-boarded barn which ran parallel to Long Lane
used to be covered with ivy which hung down in great drapes; this would present a very
spooky entrance to the footpath for us children.

Rectory Farm in Middle street is representative of so many things, on so many levels, too
many for me to go into, suffice to say, it is where myself and my sister had first hand
experience of the fluctuations in the fortunes of animal husbandry, that death is as real as life.

It was here as a child playing cowboys and Indians with Nicholas English, (the English’s
lived where the Ayres now live), beneath those mighty willows which used to surround the
farm pond. We would watch lazily, the toing and froing of farm life pass by. Then in my hazy
teenage years I would come to know, the then batchelor Mark Deller and try to keep pace
with him and the other beer drinkers in those formative Green man days, when the pub was
owned by Charles Wells and a pint of ‘Eagle’ cost £1. Now, as an adult and an
illustrator/writer, Rectory Farm has come to represent the last bastion of my childhood in
Thriplow. It is still wonderfully unkempt and standing in the yard, the sense of history is
palpable. From 1994-1997 I drew the complete range of buildings there, and an example of
one of those drawings hangs in the Green Man today. When I die I will leave those drawings
to the Cambridgeshire Collection.

A final note about those lost relics or ghosts of a previous era that I remember should go to
the ‘cattle sheds’ of Goward’s House, which was owned by the Shaws. To me this represents
a type of exorcism of all I had known when the Shaws sold the barns and the Terrys decided
to convert them into a bungalow. With that came the death of a wild cottage garden and the
demise of a Victoria plum tree which had the most succulent fruits that were well worth
pilfering and tasted of eternal summer.

I have decided to end this piece where I began, for in a curious way the Green Man represents
a form of dichotomy, because outside of it I am in the domain of my childhood, and inside is
an acknowledgement of adulthood, a sort of rite of passage, and yet, on the odd occasions I
meet old colleagues, it is not long before something of our childhood infiltrates our
conversation. It was here that I cut my teeth in the lessons of life and shared many a pleasant
evening. But it was also here, at the age of 18 that I felt Thriplow’s atmosphere noticeably
change. In the dying embers of the late 1980s we were in the grasp of a housing boom,
Thriplow now came under the scrutiny of the estate agents in an orgy of lavish praise, we
obtained the title of ‘most sought after South Cambridgeshire village’ and henceforth
Thriplow gained a certain cachet, which to be blunt, I believe is what draws potential buyers
to this village over and above aesthetic considerations.

I now find myself in a village that is predominately dedicated to two classes of occupant, the
first being the mid to late 30 somethings, professional with young children (preferably at the
play group) and the second being the close to retirement or retired executive types. If you are
single and believe the pub should become your meeting place, then you are up the ‘proverbial
creek’. The village pub should represent an anchor within a village community, a place where
one can unwind, but in this ‘unique’ place it quite obviously doesn’t. I have sat nursing a pint
in complete bemusement surrounded by genial company which in the majority comes from
outside the village. They appreciate a free house that serves sublime beers. But not all is lost;
there is a continuity in seeing Eric Fisher, Jonathan Berks and the seven other players from
the village cricket team drinking alongside me. It would have given me great pride to have
played for Thriplow, especially having grown up here and enviously watched my friends
wield the bat, but that too was a casualty of my illness.

On reflection I feel honoured and privileged to have grown up in such an idyllic natural
environment. Their childhoods and mine are now consigned to the annals of social history. I
will be seven for ever in the Silver Jubilee photos held in the Cambridgeshire Collection, our
presence acknowledged. I would like to think the next generation might one day look us up
and walk in our shadows.

Sean Hogan.
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THANK YOU TO – Sue Smith for a print-out of the 1881 census for Thriplow. The Mormons
digitised the whole of the 1881 census and it is now available on CD Rom.
Anton Melesi for copies of some of his grandfather’s (Geoffrey Vinter) photos. They show the
houses in Middle Street where the Witterings now live (see article by page ?) 1962: the site of Ros
and Mike Ayer’s house 1969, and various roads in deep snow, all taken in 1963.
Oliver Walston for four postcards of Thriplow which he took in 1975 from a helicopter.
A Web Site worth a visit is www.foscom.co.uk/historygateway the History Gateway links many
history societies, local, regional and national and is well worth a visit. For excellent aerial
photographs of anywhere in England try Multimaps.com.
Quote: “What we need is hindsight, earlier.” Arthur Humphries.
COLIN THOMSON

It is with great sadness that w record the death at the early age
of 66 of Colin Thomson of 11 Middle Street on 24th October
2000.

I first met Colin nearly 25 years ago when Shirley and I were
members of the Herts and Essex Self Sufficiency Group. Our
Chairman’s farm backed on to Colin’s and he arranged with
Colin for us to be shown over this much larger farm. Colin
managed Mace’s farm at Rickling. It was part of the 3000 acre
Quendon Hall Estate then owned by Sheikh Mohammed Al
Maktum who also owned studs at Newmarket. Colin was
responsible for the whole Quendon estate plus one of the studs. Quendon Hall came into the news
when the Stansted Airport enquiry took place there, all adding to Colin’s workload.
Though born in Essex, some of his early years were spent at Trumpington. He studied Agriculture at
Chadacre College near Bury St Edmunds and at Writtle near Braintree. He took a great interest in the
aims of the National Farmers’ Union and was three times Chairman of the Saffron Walden area. He
was a keen conservationist and was advisor to the Essex Wildlife Trust and played an important part
in the Trust’s enlightened approach towards verge conservation.
Colin was forced to retire seven years ago when diabetes which had troubled him for 18 years took a
step for the worse. It was then that he and his wife Diana (nee Parker) moved to Thriplow, Sadly he
lost a leg to diabetes a year ago.
Our sympathies go out to Diana, their daughter Jennifer Taylor, who lives next door, and son Paul
who lives at Dersingham, Norfolk and their families.
Bill Wittering

